RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

"Sell him too/' said Marie-Ange. "I'm sure my brother will never
want to ride again."

Laverdure gave Marie-Ange a quick glance from his little grey eyes
and immediately lowered them again.

Marie-Ange opened her bag.

" I would like you to have Masses said for my father and my mother."

"They are said, regularly, Mademoiselle, on the anniversaries of their -
births and deaths and on their name-days.  And the same is done for
the late Monsieur le Marquis."

"But you've never put that in your accounts, Laverdure?"

"Oh, Mademoiselle shouldn't do that," said the old huntsman, as
Marie-Ange slipped a note into his hand.

On the return journey Marie-Ange sat for a long time without speak-
ing-

"I don't think I have a maternal instinct," she said suddenly.

"Why do you say that?" Simon asked.

"Because you asked me a question a little while ago."

It was Simon's turn to be silent. Then he said: "Why don't you
have Mauglaives scheduled as an ancient monument? I could look
after that if you wish it. It's absurd to let it fall into ruin."

She made no reply. He felt she was wiping her eyes.

"Marie-Ange, my dear Marie-Ange, are you so very sad?" he cried.

Without letting go of the wheel, he pulled her head towards him and
kissed her hair.

XI

Never had Marie-Ange felt so alone, so orphaned, as in the room where
lay the box of powder forgotten by another woman. At night the dark
limes and an owl hooting ceaselessly created an atmosphere of melan-
choly and hostility about the house. The fireplace seemed to offer an
entrance to all evil things; the two brass balls of the fire-dogs glowed
dimly in the shadows.

Marie-Ange switched on her bedside lamp. A bat flew in at the open
window and circled the alcove.

"If I put the light out it'll go away," Marie-Ange thought. She
turned the switch and was once again in the dark. The night was warm
and mild and yet she shivered.

"Why did I come here, and why did I go to Mauglaives? I can
give no one happiness, and no one can give me happiness. Even
Jean-Noel doesn't need me. How alone I am, how alone. Why did I
come into the world to have so little happiness?"

She would have liked to be able to cry, to be able to sleep and be
warm, she would have liked to feel the arms of a man about her, the arms
of her father, the arms of her brother, feel the mass of a body belonging
to the same human family between herself and a hostile universe.
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